5 years ago, Nostvale... 

"Like hell I'm going to die from "lack of faith". I'm going to drown in a gutter, 
or get my skull cracked in a barfight, or die by the sword of some self-righteous 

knight." 

Bernard Krieger 

ARRIVAL 

George panted for breath, catching himself at the top of the stairs 
- Krieger might've been quite a lot more successful with the 
crotchkick, actually - his armor wasn't the most accomodating for a 
codpiece to make defense. 

That didn't change that they were here now. The man looked up 
as he ascended the stairs, voice loud and echoing amidst the empty 
library top as they'd run up to meet. George's bootfalls were loud on 
the newly-erected tiles of a since-rebuilt Byson, where he had once 
taken aid for a grievous wound from the yokai at its siege. 

He stared up, face reddened from the outdoors and his exertions, 
and flipped back his cloak - to reveal a sword at side. George looked 
down briefly before looking back up, failing to keep his eyes off of 
Krieger while fumbling at the thing, before producing a scabbard- 
bound sword. He drew it up in an arm and, swinging the great, 
cumbersome thing from the outside, sent it to land up beside the man 
with a metallic clatter as the Light-glowing handle hit the steel - 

Krieger wasn't REALLY of the darkness. It would not hurt, and the 
blade inside was a good one to pierce the finer places of George's 
armor beneath. 



"COIffiATIffi^PAL" 

PREACHER 

Krieger turned to face the source of thunderous clatter, and 
cursed loudly when he saw red-faced panting knight. Preacher 
himself was much less tired by virtue of not carrying dozens pounds 
of metal on him, but that advantage wouldn't hold for long. 

He stood on the top of stairs, and flinched a little when sword in 
scabbard flew past him. Krieger raised an eyebrow and looked 
between the sword and the knight. Was that his idea of leveling the 
field? 

Corrupt preacher snorted. The only blade he wielded was his 
shaving knife, and even that was not often. This piece of metal would 
only slow him down, and strengthen knight's resolve. He'd needed 
ANY advantage he could get, and making knight fight even 
seemingly unarmed man might tilt the scales. 

"I told you I would not give you satisfaction. I am not man of 
sword, but of a word, this thing is something people like YOU wield. 
If I have to defend my life, I will fight as I am now." 

While saying such noble words, he retreated his hands inside of 
his baggy sleeves. With a small effort, mana flew down his arms to 
his clenched fists, turning them into two boulders. Hard enough to 
not shatter on being hit, heavy enough to be felt through the 
padding, and still unseen by the knight. 

He took a deep breath. Even with all his bravade and spite, he 
understood that this fight might very well cost his life. Sword 
gleaming at his feet only proved knight's intent. Krieger closed his 
eyes, and tried to imagine this to be just another bar brawl. Maybe 
he'll get into one of these after finishing up here. 

His eyes opened, and grin appeared on cloaked face. He kicked 
the sword downstairs, and stood on top of them, ready to introduce 
his secret fist to knight's face if he is not careful enough. 

"Come at me, pal." 



ENDOFTHEFieflT 

K1I6HT 

The battle in the Ubrary came to an end as it had begun - at a 
chance and at a meeting. The two forces had clashed back and forth 
across the quiet, abandoned top floor of the library, late in the night, 
alone but for the contest of their wills and their wiles. 

Both moved quickly - Krieger, quicker for his lack of burden and 
his mighty, earthen fists, but not fast enough as their battle led about 
from Krieger, embattled at the edge of the table, to round it. George 
swept with heavy steps into the man and his movements, hewing 
about with short turns of his halberd and thrusts of the tip. His face, 
sweated, reddened and illuminated in a holy fire in the unholy 
cacophony and chaos of their fight, bespoke an uncalmed rage and 
conviction intermingling throughout. 

Footfalls, clashed with footfalls, chairs and tables were thrown 
aside as they navigated back, forth, and finally about - Krieger's 
blows of stone had taken George across the side of the head, a deep, 
fresh cut hewn from a jagged edge of rock, and the fully-armored 
knight had taken as bad to his breastplate and otherwise. 

What was once a convex breastplate behind a white, sun-and- 
moon embroidered tavern was concave from heavy, mortal blows 
only stopped short of crushing his ribs, each hit resounding a great 
'CLANG' that echoed throughout the room, though dampened against 
the sounds of flying, splintering wood, tumbhng books and the 
sounds of the two deafened men causing all the noise. 

George's deafness was for but one sound. They had rounded the 
table and come before a great, black, stone board for chalking, locked 
against the debris of shattered tables and a stone wall to another side. 
Krieger's fists flew out, but it was with a final, fell swoop, paced off 
from the man, that George lunged forward. His poleaxe had drawn 
back in a guiding, protective stance - he held it with two hands near 
the head as to better fight with the dangerous end in such close 
quarters. 

At an opening, finally, the man launched forward with eyes 
widened, saliva at his since-battered and bleeding jowls and eyes 
wide as a horse going to the final rush - he couldn't keep up much 



more, and he needn't. As the great, metal-hafted weapon rode his 
gauntlet forward from its position down along his right side to its full 
extension, the point pressed forward, George slammed a booted foot 
down to the tiles with a seeming thunderous shudder of the whole 
room, head bent low as in a prayer before the preacher, and pushed 
up, the point of his halberd first towards, into, and through the chest 
of his enemy. Propelled by momentum and energy, George nearly 
stumbled forward to look upon his handiwrok, adrenaline giving the 
final strength to stare at the suspended corpse bound by a 
shuddering, sickening crack and spilling of life's gore as it hung 
upon his weapon and that weapon hung in a tired hand soon 
covered in dripping blood from Krieger's body above. 

Features expressionlessly tired, blue eyes stared on. 



PREACHER 

Krieger lost. 

That sucked, quite frankly. Apart from usual bruised ego, that 
meant that he is probably going to die here. 

Place was TRASHED. Furniture chopped to pieces with halbred, 
priceless foliants burning up in blasts of holy fire, piles of them 
littering the floor, torn pages still fluttering in the air. 

Fight didn't go as expected from the very beginning. His plan was 
to dropkick knight when he is climbing the stairs, but halberd in 
front of him put an end to that plan. Instead, Krieger vaulted over 
tables, threw shelves under knight's feet, using lightness of his gear to 
his advantage, chmbing and hopping everywhere like a rabid 
monkey. 

His punches connected solid, making satisfying THUD with every 
hit on the armour. Even now, he smirked at the dents. Maybe they 
were his, maybe they were something knight picked up in his endless 
travels. But he preferred to think former. 

Yet he lost. 

Piece by piece, furniture to use was chopped to pieces, burned 
and thrown out of the way. Even after getting solid rock blows, 
knight's assault didn't falter. It was all useless. 

All the dirty tricks he used, the low blows, the feints and trash- 
talking done little against actual war experience. He lacked the intent 
to kill, and acute awareness of death nearby. 

And he lost. 

One of his punches made him too open, and knight ducked. Then 
there was a flash, a nauseating cracking sound, and then he couldn't 
feel his legs. 

"H-Huh?" 

He looked in surprise at the source of sound, and was in for a 
weird discovery - there was a red pole sticking out of his chest. It 
took him a few moments to realize what it was. 

Krieger looks down at the knight, his face equally expressionless. 



He was just so tired. All these dances in the shadows, all the trickery 
and lies... all the fatigue from it just fell on him. His half -closes his 
dirty greenish -yellow eyes, but keeps looking at the knight. 

He wanted to say something, but bloody froth came out instead. 
But he was not Bernard motherfucking Krieger if he is going to die 
without some shit-talk. 

Krieger closed his eyes and weaved his last spell - harnessing 
power of sound just one more time. 

Magical energies flowed through him, weak and slow, as his life 
was leaking out rapidly. He took whatever was left of his breath, the 
sound of blood dripping from the halberd, the sound of books 
burning, and weaved it into a voice, trying to make it sound like his, 
but falling short. 

"You... was right... and wrong... I spied for Nostvale too... better 
info... many wouldn't die at Black Gate if used... Frostvale is not 
master... no masters... I'm free... fuck masters... fuck gods... fuck you..." 

He closed his eyes, as eyelids suddenly became really fucking 
heavy to hold open. Krieger's voice with eerie notes of fire and blood 
drips behind it hushed through the library again. 

"Don't you get it... gods never do nothing, you must do all 
yourself... evil for some, good for other... judging is too hard... why 
bother, should just do what you do... zealot wouldn't see... why do I 
bother., fuck you..." 

Krieger's arm twitches a little, as he rises his suddenly heavy limb 
in front of him. His face strains, as he moves fingers on his hand to 
form a very rude gesture, aimed at the knight, or maybe at 
everything he stood for. Krieger almost managed it, but his time was 
up. 

His arm fell, and his whole body limped, hanging from the end of 
the halberd like a carrion he became now. 



KlffiHT 

Krieger had lost. Had George won?... it took him many minutes 
staring at Krieger to find that there was no answer. 

The young knight-errant held his weapon gripped in two hands 
upright against the ground. It was the fitting thing to do for him - 
and he could do nothing else, transfixed in gaze upon the hfe passing 
away before him. 

Arterial lifeblood spat from the dying Krieger with each flaming 
word, the manuscripts and furniture of the tallest tower of Byson 
filling its chambers high with acrid smoke and a darker, orange light 
- his own light faded with the battle's end met, and a darkness 
reached George's face as the roiling, rising smoke brought tears free 
from his eyes and his lips, chapped dry in the heat, hung limply 
closed. 

It was a grim testament to the world that George had seen that 
Krieger now hung from his weapon amidst the fire. The sight of dead 
men adorned in red at the end of the poleaxe was the reality behind 
his eyes, and not one that would be put down for a long, long time in 
each smiling face, each fervent preacher, each word uttered in 
conviction... 

The only thing to put down was the corpse. 

His head heavily dipped over towards the battered, smoke- 
blackening edge of his sweat and blood-plastered breastplate. Red 
ran down in a pool about his arms and weapon, its dripping 
drowned by the crackling, hedonistic consumption of the flame, and 
in this Hellish scene did George slowly turn his poleaxe forward, foot 
landing amongst a crackling carpet of burning texts, to let his 
weapon follow its urges - he turned Krieger down, stepped back 
from amongst the wreckage, and heavily plodded on out. Namarre, 
Konaa, Lucindra, Katherine, - all had been protected. Krieger would 
hurt no more. But why had he hurt? What care did Krieger have for 
those he did wrong? It had been a personal act for George, in some 
part, but there was a rightness and a wrongness to him, as Krieger 
had said - the body, like so many seen, was red, dead at the end of 
that spike of war, which slipped free with a quiet rush of blood 



pooled beneath onto the smouldering pages surrounding the corpse 
in funeral bed. It was a good sight and a bad one. His life had gone 
down in the flames that went up about the room, in a daze of killing 
and killing's pursuit, rationahzation, its sight at the fields of 
Nostvalian dead and burning prairie for miles - but Namarre, Konaa, 
Katherine were all a bit safer that night. What worlds that the man 
would walk in his coming sleep, however, would be those apart from 
theirs, for his friends, his catharsis, his cohort at heart were filling 
with the dead beyond the living that he'd lived for - the dead, and 
those doomed in the fire reflected in the man's eyes, to die. 



